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Lie to Me 


Author's Notes: 
No actual mention or quote from the song in there, but the lyrics kinda were what inspired this fic. 


\'If you don\'t love me, lie to me, \‘cause baby you\'re the one thing | believe. Let the world fall down around 
us, if that\'s what meant to be, Right not, if you don\'t love me baby-lie to me.\" 


| want to tell him, | want for him to see it, so badly. | need him to know, more than anything. So what am | 
afraid of? I've tried, 've done my best to make this evening we're finally getting to spend together special. It's 
now or never. This is it, this is the part where | let him know how | feel. Surely he must feel the same way, | 


can tell by the way he acts around me, | know I'm not the only one. 


| watch him take a of sip the red wine in his glass, seeing his gaze drift out through the window to gaze up at 
the night sky, with the twinkling stars, burning with the dim city lights. He's so beautiful, the shiny halo of his 
dyed blond hair, his glimmering and mesmerizing blue orbs in the semi-darkness. His pink, plump full lips, the 


ones | so badly yearn to taste. 


| take a deep breath and close my eyes for a moment, and when | open them, he's giving me a curious, yet a 
little worried glance. | smile half-heartedly back at him, taking his hand in mine and squeezing it tenderly, in 
that friendly, gentle way he always allows me to. 


‘Jon. | begin, but stop, clearing my throat. ‘Jon, there's something | need to tell you. I've been your right-hand 
man, and your best friend, your brother even, for nearly 30 years.. and what l'm about to say will perhaps 


jeopardize everything we've ever meant to one another, but.. 


| take his other hand as well, scooting a little closer to him, to look him straight in the eye. ‘| love you. And | 
ain't meaning like a brother, or a friend. | can't live without you, when you're gone it feels like I'm going to 
explode with longing, and when | do get to see you again, | don't know where to turn, | think you know what l'm 
trying to explain to you. | want to be there for you, and take care of you, you're so fine and l.. | would do 
anything for you, | can't stand to see you hurting, | want to be your everything ‘cause you're my whole world. 


| love you. 


Throughout my speech | inch closer and closer to him, and after the last word is spoken, | press a gentle kiss 
to his lips. They're just as soft to the touch as | always imagined them, just as smooth. He doesn't kiss back, 
and after a few seconds | break away and pull back from what can only be desicribed as a friendly peck on the 


lips. | open my eyes and am greeted by his anxious, wide, shocked orbs. 


‘Richie, |." his voice is a whisper as he lets go of my hands, frowning and looking so sad, brushing his fingertips 
across his lips, where I've just placed my kiss, where I've given him my heart and laid it down for him to take 


or leave. | feel an uncomfortable tightening in my stomach, a lump of fear forming in my throat. 


‘What is it..? | ask hoarsely, barely able to speak My fear begins to get a hold on me; what if I've been wrong 
all laong? What if he doesn't know or understand how | feel? What if l not any more than a friend to him? 


He looks down at his hands, fiddling with his fingers and | feel the nervousness come over me, but most of all | 
feel the excruciating pain of the fear burning inside, how the cold sweat's breaking out, wetting the skin of my 


nape. 


‘Richie, l.. of course | love you, you're the best friend | could ever ask for. You've always been there for me, 
and l'm forever grateful for all the moments and memories we have to share. | hope that all of that won't be 
destroyed, ‘cause | really don't want to lose you He almost whispers these words, and | know what he's about 


to say before his lips are even moving. ‘But I'm not in love with you. Its not like that: 


| stare at him with wide, frightened eyes, trying to take in what he's just said, my heart feeling like it's 
stopped in my chest only to burst into a million pieces. My hands are shaking and | try to say something, but 


the words are dying away in my throat, turning into a hoarse intelligible noise. 


He looks up at me and shakes his head, eyes sad. ‘I'm sorry, | really like you, | do, you mean so much to me, 


but.. to me, you're a brother. Im sorry: 


It's these words that make me reach the breaking point. | grab his hand, wanting to show him how he's 
affecting me, how he's hurting me, how my heart's bleeding and aching with sorrow, how he's my everything; 
all | live and breathe for. | press his palm against my chest, my eyes darting across his face, and | know the 
despair raking inside is evident in my eyes, screaming at him, eyes that are already brimming with unshed 


tears. 


‘But can't you feel it..? Can't you..?" | manage to get out, my throat clogged up, and press his hand so hard 
against my chest that it almost aches, as if | could push his hand inside of it to grasp my heart and feel it 
beat, try to make him feel every single beat of my heart as if it would make him change his mind about his 
feelings for me. ‘It beats only for you, can't you feel that..? Please, tell me that you.. please... 


| stop when | see the raw pain and guilt flashing in his eyes, | can't handle it any more, can't force him to let 
out the feelings that he's obviously not harvesting, feelings he can't see the importance of. | let go of his hand 
and hang my head, swallowing hard but | can't control my grief, so lost and confused. I've been wrong, all this 
time I've been hoping that he'd feel the same way. I've persuaded myself to believe he must love me too, with 
the way he holds me, he kisses my cheeks, squeezes my hands. But it's all just brotherly love to him. Every 


sign I've seen is what I've been wanting to see, not what's actually been there. 


That's when my walls crumble and the tears begin pouring in rapid streams down my face, dripping down to 
leave tiny marks on my shirt. | clench my trembling fists, trying to stifle my sobs by harshly biting my lower 
lip. He says nothing. 


‘But... | love you... | repeat in a small barely audible voice, forcing my tone to stay almost even albeit high in 


pitch. | sound pathetic and | know it, | must look pitiful in his eyes. ‘I can't.. can't live without you.. 


| shut my eyes, everything hurts too much. The world has become a dark and terrifying place, and the only 
bright flame that kept me alive and burning, that's been my goal to strive for, my home and heart, has been 


suddenly blown out. It's been taken away from me, my dreams and hope broken and bleeding in my arms. 


l'm so sorry.’ he mumbles, and | hear how he gets up, | feel the couch creak, hear him pad to cross the floor 
and then leave the room. When he's gone, | immediately place my hands over my face as if to hide from life 


itself, bending over and beginning to weep uncontrollably. 


